Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 



e00097327Y 



UTTLE VlLLAOiiU'it 



,VERSE BOOK; 



TUB Bl». W. L. BOWLES. 








'^77^ /* ^^ 




THE 

LITTLE VILLAGER'S 

VERSE BOOK; 

CONSISTING OF 

SHORT VBRSBS, 

FOR CHILDREN TO LEARN BY HEART; 

lo wbich the most familiar Images of Couotrjr Life are applied 
to excite the first feelbgs of Humanity and Piety. 



By the Rev. W. L. BOWLES. 



THIRD SDITMON, 

Eonlron : 

PRINTED FOR MARY R. STOCKDALE, 

PICCADILLY. 



M.DCCC.XXVI. 



.*1 

1 






ftonlron: 

PmXTIb BY S. OOSNILL, LITTLI QUBBN STREBT. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The following Compositijons were written 
originally, to be learnt by heart by Poor Chil- 
dren of my own Parish, who hare been instructed 
«yery Sunday through the Summer, for many 
years, on the Garden Lawn before the Parsonage 
House, by Mrs. Bowles. The object, which 
to the best of my knowledge is in a great 
degree* novels was briefly to describe the most 
obvious images in Country Life, familiar to 
every child; and in the smallest compass to 
connect them with the earliest feelings of Hu- 
manity and Piety* Fourteen of these little 
Poems, were composed with this view, many 

* Erery one U toqaainted with Dr. WatU's elegant Hymns 
for Children ; but oat of twenty-eight hymns, three pnly are 
of the nature of these compositions. 
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years ago ; but, it was not thought of extending 
their knowledge beyond the village circle, to 
which they were originally limited, except by 
a very few copies given away. 

I have now added to the number, and revised 
the whole ; thinking, when early Education is so 
widely extended, they may be found, on a wider 
scale, to answer the purpose for which they were 
written. They may be also found acceptable to 
Mothers, in a higher station of life, who might 
wish to impress on their children's memory, as 
they grow up, a love of natural scenes, combined 
with the earliest feelings of Sympathy and Reli- 
gion. 



PATH OF LIFE. 



Oh, Lord^— in sickness and in health, 

To every lot resigned ; 
Grant me, before all worldly wealth, 

A meek and thankful mind. 

As, Life, thy upland path we tread. 

And often pause in pain, 
To think of friends or parents dead. 

Oh ! let us not complain. 

The Lord may give or take away. 
But nought our faith can move. 

While we to Heaven can look, and say, 
"OUR FATHER lives above." 
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SPRING.— CUCKOO. 



The Bee is humming in the Sun, 
The yeiiow Cowslip springs ; 

And hark ! from yonder Woodland^s side 
Again the Cuckoo sings ! 

''Cuckoo, --Cuckoo !" no other note, 

She sings, from day to day, 
But I, though a poor Cottage Girl, 

Can work, and read, and pray. 

And whilst in knowledge I rejoice, 
Which heavenly truth displays, 

Oh ! let me still employ my voice. 
In my Redeemer's praise. 
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SHEEP-FOLD. 



The Sheep were in the field at night, 
And now, a new-born Lamb 

Totters and trembles in the light. 
Or bleats beside its dam. 

How anxiously the mother tries. 

With every tender care. 
To screen it from inclement skies, 

And the cold morning air. 

The hail-storm of the east is fled, 
She seems with joy to swell, 

While ever, as she bends her head, 
I hear the tinkling bell. 

So while for me a mother^s prayer. 
Ascends to Heaven above. 

May I repay her tender care, 
With gratitude and love. 
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HEN AND CHICKENS. 



See, sister, where the chickens trip. 

All busy in the morn. 
Look, how their heads they dip and dip. 

To peck the scattered corn. 

Dear sister, shall we shut our eyes, 

And .to the sight be blind. 
Nor think of him who food supplies, 

To us, and all mankind ? 

Or many be our wants, or few. 

Or fine, or coarse, our fare. 
To Heaven's protecting care is due, 

The voice of praise and prayer. ' 



t. 
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POOR MAN'S GRAVE. 



Old Andrews of the hut is dead, 

And many a child appears. 
While slowly *' dust to dust" is read, 

Around his graye in tears. 

So he is gone, where small and great ,. 

And poor, and high, and low. 
And Dives, proud in worldly state. 

And Lazarus must go. 

May we among the Just be found. 
Though short our sojourn here. 

Who, when the Trump of Doom shall sounds 
May hear it without fear. 
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SUNDAY MORNING. 



The Sunday bells are knolling slow. 

The Summer morn how fair. 
While father, mother, children, go» — 

And seek the house of prayer. 

Some musing roam the church-yard round 
Some turn their head with sighs. 

And gaze upon the new-made ground. 
Where Old Giles Summers lies. x 

But see the Pastor in his band. 
The belb have ceas'd to knoll, 

Now enter, and at God's command, 
Think, Christian, of thy soul. 

Whilst heav'nly hopes around thee shine. 

As in God's presence live, 
And calmer comfprts shall be thine, 

Than all the world can give. 
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PRIMROSE. 



'Tis the first primrose ! see how meek, 

Yet beautiful it looks, 
As just a lesson it may speak* 

As that which is in books. 

While gardens show in flow'ring pride. 

The lily's stately ranks. 
It loves its modest head to hide. 

Beneath the bramble banks. 

And so the little cottage maid. 
May bloom unseen and die, 

But she, when transient flow'rets fade. 
Shall live with Christ on high. 
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HOUR-GLASS. 



As by my mother's side I stand, 

Whose hairs from time are few and gray, 
I watch tl^e hour-glass shed its sand. 

To mark how wears the night away. 

Her sight, by age, is now decay'd ; 

The spectacles to aid her eyes, 
Upon the Bible-leaf are laid. 

That open in the window lies. 

Though age must many ills endure, 

As time for ever runs away. 
This shows her chrbtian comforts sure. 

And leads to Heaven's eternal day. 
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BIRDS' NEST. 



In yonder brake there is a nest, 
But come not, George, too nigh, 

Lest the poor mother frightened thence. 
Should leave her young and fly. 

Think with what pain through many a day. 
Soft moss and straw she brought. 

And let our own dear mother's care, 
Be present to our thought. 

And think how must her heart deplore. 
And droop with grief and pain. 

If thosel she rear'd, and nurs'd, and lov'd, 
She ne'er should see again. 
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MOWER. 



Hark ! to the Mower's whistling blade. 

How steadily he mows, 
The grass is heap'd, the daisies fade. 

All scattered as he goes. 

So Time, as with a stem delight. 

Mid human havoc tow'rs^ 
And sweeps, resistless in his might. 

Kingdoms, as grass and flow'rs. 

The flow'rs of Life may bloom or fade. 

But He in whom I trust. 
Though cold, and in my grave-clothes laid. 

Can raise me from the dust. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT. 



Come, let us ere we go to bed. 

O'er the decaying embers chat, 
Tho' little Mary hangs her head. 

And strokes no more the purring cat. 

And let us tell how prisoners pine. 
In silent dungeons, dark and drear. 

Whilst in our face the embers shine. 
And all is calm and peaceful here. 

The English cot is free from cares. 
But see the brand * is wasted quite. 

Come, little Mary, say your prayers, 

Kiss, mother, kiss ! good night, good night. 

* Brand is a piece of wood for the firt. 
B 
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SUNDAY NIGHT. 



Let us unfold God's holy book, 

And by the taper's light. 
With hearts subdued, and sober look^ 

So spend the Sabbath night. 

Where now the thoughts of anxious life. 

Its guilty pleasures where ? 
Here dies its loud and mourning strife, 

And all its sounds of care. . - 

Let other views our hearts engross. 

To our Redeemer true, 
Who seems expiring on the cross. 

To say, "I DIED FOR YOU." 
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THE SWALLOW AND BED-BREAST. 



The swallows at the dose of day, 
When autumn shone with fainter ray. 
Around the chimney circling flew, 
Ere yet they bade a long adieu, 
To climes where soon the winter drear. 
Shall close the unrejoioing year. 
Now with swift wing they skim aloof. 
Now settle on the crowded roof. 
As council and advice to take. 
Ere they the chilly north forsake ; 
Then one disdainful turn'd his eye. 
Upon a red-breast twittering nigh. 
And thus began , with taunting scorn, 
" Thou household imp, obscure, forlorn, 
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** Thro' the deep winter's dreary day, 

** Here, dull and shiv'ring shalt thou stay, 

^* Whilst we who make the world our home, 

'< To softer climes, impatient roam, 

** Where summer, still on some green isle, 

" Rests, with her sweet and lovely smile. 

" Thus speeding far, and far away, 

** We leave behind the short'ning.day." 

" Tis true, (the red-breast answer'd meek,) 

'' No other scenes I ask, or seek ; 

" To every change alike resigned, 

'* I fear not the cold winter's wind. 

'< When Spring returns, the circling year» 

<< Shall find me still contented here ; 

'' But whilst my warm affections rest, 

" Within the circle of my nest, 

** I learn to pity those that roam, 

" And love the more my humble home/' 



21 



APRIL SHOWER. 



When rain-drops, glistening from the thatch. 

Like drops of silver, run ; 
Our old blind grannam lifts the latch> 

To feel the cheering Sun. 

She sees no rainbow in the sky, 

But when the Cuckoo sung, 
She thought upon the years gone by, 

When she was blithe and young. 

But God, who comforts want and age, 

Shall be her only friend, 
And bless, till her long pilgrimage 

In silent dust shall end. 
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WINTER.— REDBREAST. 



Poor Robin sits aod sings alone, 
When show'rs and driving sleet. 

By the cold winds of winter bfoWn, 
The cottage casement beat. 

Come, let him share our chimney-nook. 
And dry his dripping wing. 

See, little Mary shuts her b<>ok. 
And cries, " Poor Robin sing.*' 

Methinks I hear his faint reply, — 
"When cowslips deck the pkun, 

" The lark shall carol in the sky, 
" And I shall sing again. 

" But in the cold and wintry day, 

** To you I owe a debt, 
*' That, in the sunshine of the May, 

** I never can forget.'' 
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BUTTERFLY and BEE, 



Methought I heard a butterfly. 

Say to a labouring bee, 
*' Thou hast no colours of the sky, 

'< On painted wings, like me !" 

*' Poor child of vanity, those dyes • 
''And colours bi-ight and riire, 

(With mild reproof the bee replies,) 
** Are all beneath my care. 

'' Content I toil from morn till eye, 
*' And, scorning idleness, 

*' To tribes of gaudy sloth I leave 
'* The vanities of dress." 
B 4 
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GLOW-WORM. 



Oh, what is this, which shines so bright. 

And in the lonely place. 
Hangs out its small green lamp at night, 

The dewy bank to grace ? 

It is a glow-worm, — still and pale, 
It shines the whole night long. 

When only stars, oh, nightingale. 
Seem list'ning to thy song. 

And so, amid the world's cold night. 

Thro' good report or ill. 
Shines out the humble Christian's light. 

As lonely and as still. 
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THE CONVICT. 



Luke Andrews is transported ! never more 

To see his Sisters, Mother, or the shore 

Of his own Country ! never more to see 

The cottage-smoke rise o'er the sheltering tree ; 

Never again beneath the morning beam, 

<' Jocund to drive a-field his tinUing team !" 

When first the path of Idleness he trod. 

And left, on Sabbath days, the House of God — 

The fellowship of wild companions kept — 

How oft at night his mother wak'd and wept 1 

When he is homeless, and far off at sea, 

She now will sigh — '' Does he remember me?" 

Remember her! alas! the thought how vain! 

She ne'er will see him in this world again ! 

And she is broken-hearted ; but her trust 

Is still in Him whose works and ways are just. 

Oh ! may we still revere his great command. 
And die remembered, in our native land ! 



■^ 
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CHILD AND BLIND GRANDFATHER, 



Though grandfather has long been blind. 

And his few locks are gray. 
He loves to feel the Summer wind, 

Round his pale temples play. 

We'll lead him to some quiet place. 

Some unfrequented nook, 
Where winds breathe soft, and wild flow'rs^ace 

The borders of the brook. 

There he shall sit, as in a dream, 

Thouffh nought he can behold; 
Till the orook's murmur — it shall seem. 

The voice of friends of old. 

Think no more of them, aged man. 

For here thou hast no friend; 
Think — since thb life is but a span. 

Of joys that have no end. 
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OLD LABOURER. 



Are you not Ur'd, oh poor old man, 

The drops are on your brow ; 
Your labour with the Sun began » 

And you are labouring now? 

'' I murmur not to dig the soil, 

^* For I have heard it read, 
'' That man by industry and toil 

** Must eat his daily bread. 

" The lark awakes ine with his song, 

** That hails Uie morrow gray, 
** And when I mourn for human wrong, 

*^ I think of God, and pray." 

Let worldlings* waste their time and health. 

And try each yain delight. 
They cannot buy, with w their wealth, 

Tne labourer's rest at night. 

* Thotfe whose tbooghis are only of tUf wdrid. 
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THE SWAN. 



Look at that Swan ! how still he goes ! 

His neck and breast, like silver, gleam. 
He seems, majestic as he rows, 

The glory of the lonely stream. 

There is a glory in the war, 

A glory, when the warrior wears — 

(His yisage mark'd with many a scar) 
The laurel, wet with human tears. 

Those scenes, no glory can impart, 

With trumps, and drums, and noises rude. 

Like that which fills his silent heart, 
Who walks with God in quietude. 
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THE VILLAGEBELLS. 



Who does not love the village-bells ? 

The cheerful peal, and solemn toll ?. 
One, of the rustic wedding tells. 

And one, bespeaks a parting soul. 

The lark in sunshine sings his song, 
And dress'd in garments white and gay, 

The village lasses trip along, 
For this is Susan's wedding-day. 

Ah ! gather flow'rs of sweetest hue, 

Young violets, from the bank's green side, 

And on poor Mary's coffin strew. 
For in the bloom of youth she died. 

So passes life ! — the smile, the tear. 
Succeed, as on our path we stray, 

Thy "KINGDOM come!" for we are here, 
" As guests who tarry but a day." 
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STAR-LIGHT FROST. 



The stars are shiniDg over head, 

In the clear frosty night, 
So will they shine when we are dead, 

As countless and as bright. 

For brief the time, and small the space. 
That e'en the proudest have, 

Ere they conclude their various race, 
In silence and the grave. 

But the pure soul, from dust shall rise. 

By our great Saviour's aid. 
When the last trump shall rend the skies, 

And all the stars shall fade ! 
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BIRD IN CAGE. 



Oh ! who would keep a little bird confined? 
When cowslip-bells are nodding in the wind. 
When every hedge as with "Good-morroV rings. 
And heard from wood to coombe, the blackbird 

sings. 
Oh 1 who would keep a little bird confined. 
In his cold wiry prison ! Let him fly. 
And hear hi^i i^ng, ** How sweet is liberty l^ 
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DUTIFUL CHILD 

Reading the Story of Joseph to a Sick Father. 



Brother and sister are a-maying gone ; 
By my sick father's bed I watch alone : 
Light in the sun, from field to field they roam, 
To bring a cowslip-bell or May-thorn home : 
I sit and read of Joseph, in the land 
Of Egypt, when his guilty brothers stand 
Before him, — but they know him not, — aside 
He turns his face, the bursting tears to hide. 
Scarce to these words an utterance he can g^ve, 
'' I am your brother Joseph, — doth he live, 
** My father ! the old man of whom ye speak V* 
And tears are falling on my Father's cheek. 
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Tho' my poor mother rests among the dead^ 
And pain and sickness visit this^sad ^ed. 
We think not, while we turn the holy page. 
Of this vain world, — of sorrow, or of age, — 
And oh ! my Father, — I am bless'd indeed, — 
Bless'd for your sake, — that I have learnt to read. 
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SHEPHERD AND HIS DOG, 

ON THE WILTSHIRE DOWNS. 



My dog and I, are lame and old. 
On these wide downs we watch all day ; 

He looks in my face, when the wind blows cold. 
And thus methinks I hear him say : — 

** The grey stone-circle* b below, 
** The village-smoke is at our feet ; 

'' We nothing hear but the sailing crow, 
" And feeding flocks that roam and bleat. 

<' Far off, the early horseman hies, 
** In shower or sunshine riding on, — 

" Yonder the dusty whirlwind flies; 
" The distant coach is seen and gone. 

♦ Ayebarj. 
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** Though solitude around is spreadi 
** Master, alone thou shalt not be ; 

" And when the turf is on thy head, 
** I only shall remember thee !" 

I marked his look of faithful love ; 

I placed my hand on his shaggy side ; 
** There is a Sun that shines above, 

'' A Sun that shines on both," I cried. 
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LITTLE MARY'S LINNET. 



Dear Mary, if thy little bird 
Should, all the Winter long, 

Plcas'd from the window to be heard. 
Repay thy kindness in a song; 

A lesson let it still convey. 

To all with sense endued ; 
'^ And such the voice/' oh, let it say, 

'' The still small voice of gratitude." 
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WITHER'D LEAF. 



V 

Oh ! mark the withered leaves that fall, 

In silence to the ground ; 
Upon the human heart they call. 

And preach without a sound. 

They say y ** So passes man's brief year, 
** To-day, his green leaves wave; 

** To-i^orrow changed by time, and sere,* 
" He drops into the grave." 

Let wisdom be our sole concern, 
Since life's green days, how brief ! 

And faith and heavenly hope shall learn 
A lesson, from THE LEAF. 

* Sere is drjr-wiUier'd. <> 

V. 

THE END. 
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NOTE. 

Some of the compositions, such as ''The 
Swan," " Mower," &e. are purposely designed 
for the exercise of more advanced intellect. 

The first composition is merely introductory. 



ERRATUM. 

Page 92, for cowslip -bell, read cowslip-ball. 
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